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Author's Notes: 
Shameless PWP, based on the recorded Rock in Rio live DVD, at which point both Steve and Bruce had one of 
their sexiest eras going. Totally written for myself but | have a feeling others might dig the smutty goodness, 


so enjoy and please leave a comment! ;3 


Bruce didn't know when it began, but somewhere he found himself paying less and less attention to the words 
he was singing as his eyes wandered sideways. The focus on the audience with their hands in the air, eyes 
bright with joy and wonder, was traded for another more alluring vision Fingers reaching for him, desperate 
for the faintest touch, were quickly forgotten in the wake of the entrancing performance transpiring before 


his own eager eyes. 


Finishing the final line of the chorus before the instrumental part kicked in, the singer held out the last high 
note accordingly before using his break from vocals to steal a more direct peek at the object that had him so 
captivated. He didn't understand how he could have overlooked the sheer beauty presented to him before, and 
turning his head to the side, Bruce let it wash over him. 


Licking his lips slowly, the singer noted each feature one by one until arousal dropped into his lower belly 
before sinking further down yet. Long fingers moving quickly, never missing a note as they strummed the bass 
strings skillfully. Strong tan arms marked by faded tattoos flexed rhythmically, the veins standing out against 
their canvas. Long, lean legs that curved at the thigh, up until the point where short football shorts clung to a 
small yet pert and plump ass. The stretch of the fabric revealed there may not be any underwear contained 


beneath. 


Thick, full chestnut brown curls tumbling over strong shoulders, down half the man's back; dancing with each 
movement. Narrow, thin rosy lips hanging briefly open to reveal a pink tongue. Chocolate brown eyes sliding 
shut, long coal black lashes fanning over high cheekbones. A prominent poointy nose, the tip tinted slightly pink. 
A sheen of sweat layered over the bare flesh, glistening in the blinding stage lights. 


Bruce found he couldn't look away, watching in slow motion as the bassist threw his head back on cue, curls 
cascading around his frame. Then, his eyes opened, and before the singer could look away he caught the other 
man's gaze. It burnt into his own, a small almost shy smile - clearly happy though at the same time 
restrained - flashed his way. lt made the singer's mouth go dry, and he struggled to swallow as his body 
buzzed with the delight of desire. His pupils widened, suddenly overcome by an alien overpowering urge to grab 


the other man, to feel his skin under his hands. His cock twitched, swelling appreciatively. 


The rest of the set, a painfully long one, was spent with the singer pining after the other man. He kept glancing 
his way; desperate while watching the man put his foot on one of the amps, his shorts riding dangerously high 
and a clear milky white tan line hinting through the stretched pant leg. As the final note rung; the bassist put 
his arms in the air, his oversized short sleeved football jersey slipping up enough to expose a portion of 
stomach, dark wiry hair against tan skin. It made Bruce's balls tighten, the vision enticing and exciting him 
beyond comprehension. The bright, wide white beam thrown his way was torture, even teeth on display and 


dark eyes crinkling at the corners. 


They made their way off stage then, the bassist walking up ahead of Bruce. Before he could catch himself, the 
singer found his eyes dropping to watch Steve's little perky ass sway from side to side. It was no doubt a 
masculine walk, but it revealed more than enough. The two of them were the last to exit, met by roadies and 
crew members to towel them off as they trailed behind the four blondes that made up the rest of the band. 
With his pulse ringing in his ears, his hands still clammy, the singer decided then that he had had enough. He 
couldn't bear anymore of the torture that this tour had brought him. He couldn't handle more sexual tension, 


sometimes so thick it stifled the air in his lungs. 


As they turned a sharp corner, the bassist trailing a bit too far behind; closer to Bruce than Nicko who was 
ahead of him, the singer took his chance. No roadies were paying attention, no guards, only the two of them 
and a sudden crossroad left turn, the opposite direction of where they were going. Picking up his walking pace; 
the singer reached out and grabbed ahold of the other man's long wild tresses, ignoring the yelp he got in 


response as he used his grip to pull the man aside. 


‘Bludi..! Bruce.! Wot the fuck..? Bludi ‘urt, that did. the bassist scowled, rubbing his smarting scalp as the 


singer loosened his grip, fingers gliding through soft curls. 


‘Steve, |." the singer stalled, for once in his life finding himself tongue tied. 


Up close, Steve had him even more mesmerized. The man's wild bangs were damp, glued to his cheeks and 
forehead. He was flushed, eyes blown wide and the tip of his cheeks glowing. The hefty tang of fresh sweat 
was reeking off of him, musky and salty and strong mixed with the man's usual coconut scent. A deep breath, 
and the smell filled Bruce's nostrils, made him nearly dizzy with desire. He found himself breathing harder, his 
chest heaving, the hairs at the back of his neck standing up. 


The other man said nothing, instead he just stood there, dark eyes regarding hid band mate through what 
seemed to be almost hooded lids. Some crew members rushed past the narrow off turn, without noticing their 
presence in the dim lights. Not paying attention to the manner in which Bruce seemed to be inching closer and 


closer to the bassist without actually moving. 


‘Bruce..°" Steve murmured in surprise, his voice soft and shaky; the question laced with what could have been 


thi nly veiled lust. 


It became the straw that broke the camel's back, the dagger piercing Bruce's already enamoured heart. He 
launched forwards, trapping the other man against the wall and his own feverish body as he crashed their lips 
together. At first, Steve appeared shocked and taken aback, and Bruce half expected to be shoved away, but to 
his delight he was instead met by a hesitant, yet equally fervent urge to ravage. 


Steve kissed passionately, ferociously like an animal yet sweetly like a first time lover. Fisting both hands in 
dark curls, Bruce pushed his chest flat against the bassist's, their bodies aligned as they fought for dominance 
and control. At the same time, Steve's hands slipped beneath the singer's jean vest and up along his back 


where sweat soaked the cotton fabric of a black tee. 


When their lips parted, Bruce took his opportunity to prove his ability to take the lead his teeth caught the 
bassist's bottom lip briefly, tugging at it and a bolt of lust shot down his spine when the older man moaned 
weakly in turn. Spilling wet, hungry sloppy kisses across the side of Steve's face, down his jawline and following 


his jugular; Bruce buried his nose in thick coconut scented curls before he bit down on the pulse point. 


There was a feeble, mumbled protesting noise but no fight, the singer knew the mark would be visible in the 
morning but he couldn't care less. Instead, he opted to nibble and lap at the same spot until he could feel the 
tremors running through his band mate's body. He was even more pleased when he noted the bassist was 


tilting his head to the side, offering up more of himself for the taking. 


‘Bruce... moaned the bassist this time, almost like a plea, his eyes falling halfway shut and his eyelids quivering, 
his heavy breathing ragged and raspy. 


Without a word, the singer continued his assault of the bassist's neck and jawline, slipping his thigh in between 
the other man's spread legs; feeling the bulge of Steve's crotch press against him. The balls were pulling up, 
the shaft already more than half hard as it poked him, and Bruce smirked knowingly, realizing he wasn't the 


only one affected by their attraction. By the magnetic pull that had always been there; would probably always 
be. Letting his hands drop, Bruce had them both disappear beneath the hem of a baggy football jersey, palms 


running up a toned torso and feeling the faintly course curly chest hair. 


Fingers found peaked, stiff nipples then and Bruce ran his thumbs simultaneously over the twin nubs. A shaky 
breath became the intial response, and when the singer pinched them, he felt the other man shift against him; 
the bassist's hips pitching forwards and his cock twitching where it pressed against the younger man's upper 
thigh and hip bone. Bruce knew what it meant, and wasn't slow to respond, pushing back and rolling his hips for 
Steve to grind back against. The offer wasn't overlooked, as he felt the bassist begin to move slowly, subtly. 


Fuck.. | want you..! the singer grunted as he managed to finally tear his lips away, picking his head up to meet 
lustful hazy eyes; Steve's pupils engulfing the chocolate irises until there was barely a sliver of the ring left. 


The intelligible moan that passed from the older man's lips was enough of a response for Bruce to react; his 
hands dropping to trace the curve of Steve's hips, down the back to cup firm, round ass cheeks. One in each 
palm; the singer squeezed them hard, kneading with his thumbs and groping them roughly enough to leave 
bruises. Yet, he wasn't turned down, instead the older man responded by pushing forwards, now grinding his 
hard shaft against the jut of the younger's hip bone. Quick to respond, Bruce returned the favour, rutting 
slowly back against Steve's thigh area 


Then, one of the singer's naughty hands wandered towards the front, fingertips trailing over the hem of those 
tiny shorts and whatever Steve might have been about to say was swallowed as Bruce slipped his tongue into 
the man's mouth again. Their teeth clashed, sloppy wet kisses shared, and the bassist's stomach muscles 


tensed when the bold hand dipped into the shorts. 


As the singer had expected, there were no underwear and it made his own cock throb tidally, balls pulling up 
when he closed his fingers around the older man's hard rod. It felt burning hot, pulsing within his grip; big and 
eager as it strained. Slowly, the younger man rubbed the pad of his thumb against the vein of the underside, 
pulled the foreskin back to press down against the dripping wet head. Steve's hips stuttered at the motion, and 


Bruce once again broke the kiss. 


Now, the singer's wide lustful copper eyes watched the bassists face as he let his thumb move low, circling 
the spot where Steve's cock met his balls; trailing up and down the seam that separated the orbs. Watching as 
the other man's lip quivered, the corner twitching. Watching brown eyes slide completely shut, the bassist's 
breath hitching in his throat when the thumb returned to the head; applying pressure to the slit at the plump 


swollen tip. 
‘B-bludi... Steve moaned, trailing off into a gasp. 


‘Feeling good, eh, Harry..2 Bruce pretend mocked, cooing into the older man's ear as he shifted, dipping his 
tongue into the shell. 


Then, the singer cautiously lifted and pulled the hem of the bassist's shorts down enough to allow his dick to 


bounce out. It was a proud vision; facing skywards, pulsing and the tip slick with smeared precum although 
fresh globs were already forming, a swollen red shade to it. Bruce returned his hand to the length then, closing 
his fist properly around the thick shaft and stroking upwards only to drop down with a firm pump. The free 
hand now cupped a half bared ass cheek, squeezing it hard, scratching the mound. Steve's hips snapped 
forwards as if on cue, a low groan tearing from somewhere deep down his thoat while the singer blew hot 


damp air into the wet shell of the older man's ear. 


The scent of sweat was even stronger now, the tang of arousal and lust amplifying it, making it sharper. Bruce 
pressed the tip of his nose to the side of the bassist's head, letting the smell fill his lungs when he inhaled, 
letting it fuel his own yearning as he began to rock against the other man Pressing his own fully hard cock 


into the bassists thigh in a pace that matched his stroking fist. 


Keeping his eyes stubbornly open as he watched the action, watched his own wrist flex while the other man's 
eager hardness slid through the circle his fingers were making, again and again. He twisted his fist knowingly on 
each upstroke, thumb brushing the head in the process. The faster he went, the harder the tremours passing 
through the older man's body became; the harder the Steve's callused hands pressed against the singer's 
shoulderblades; sharp nails digging into broad shoulders. 


Bruce moaned as he felt the buzz of impending orgasm settle in a ball at his groin, every touch; every visual 
impression, every scent; every sound going straight to his dick. Still, he remained entranced as the edges of his 
vision were fading; eyes darting between the ecstacy on Steve's face that was near palpable, and the sight of 
the man's hardness fucking his fist: 


The bassist was much less modest now, still surprisingly silent, but his laboured breathing and sharp gasps 
were enough of a reward. His mouth was forming a small o, his jaw set hard, his eyebrows furrowed as he 
tipped his head back against the concrete wall. His hips were thrusting upwards to firmly meet and speed up 
the pace of the hand wanking him; short and powerful stabs. When Bruce rubbed the sensitive spot hidden 


behind the head; he could even feel the older man's cock swell in a telltale manner against his palm. 


Nibbling the exposed earlobe, Bruce ground his own crotch harder into the bassist, pushed his thigh up against 
Steve's balls while tightening his grip just a tad. The full body shudder that passed through the bassist was 
delightful, and the singer raised his head just in time to catch the man's nose scrunch up in pleasure; mouthing 


a silent ‘fuck’, eyes halfway open but rolling back as he came. 


Unable to catch everything in time, the younger man was rewarded with the visual of several spurts of thick 
creamy cum squirting from the fat red head of the bassist's cock. White ropes painted the back of the 
singer's hand, his forearm to cling to the hair, and some stained the bassist's own shorts. Steve rolled his hips 
forwards a couple times in the aftermath, purring like a kitten before settling down. Bruce's own vision was 
clouded; his body warm and he realized then he had been spellbound even throughout his own climax, the 


crotch of his pants soiled 


Catching their breaths, Bruce reached out with his clean hand to run gentle fingers through silky dark curls. 
Pressed chaste kisses to the corner of the other man's lips. He wasn't out of favour yet, the tenderness a 


silent plea for forgiveness. There didn't have to be a tantrum, didn't have to be an argument. This wasn't the 
past, they didn't have to fear their attraction, their emotions, the irresistible pull. But it was all on Steve, they 
both knew that. This was present day, perhaps they could accept things for what they were? Accept their 
relationship as something different, something satisfying and wholesome. 


‘Steve... the singer finally whispered, close to the older man's ear, lips pressing to a refined cheekbone. 


A small nod was the only reply, before the bassist turned his head towards the younger man, seeking his lips 
for reassurance. For support. For strength. 


Bruce's heart soared, then. Leapt up in his throat. This was new, unexpected. Yet, it was everything he had 
hoped for. 


